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	1. Return to Shanghai

**Hey, folks, here is the sequel to my previous story. This one is called the Descendants of the Dragon while the previous one has been renamed Eastern Uprising. The reason is because the previous story was about Asian countries while this one will be focused on the Chinese. The story running parallel with Kirov in Russia will be named Kantai Collection: Red Fleet Resurrected. Go and read Eastern Uprising first if you haven't yet.  
><strong>

* * *

><p><strong>Return to Shanghai<strong>

One day after the Russians, Japanese and Chinese were transported from Shikotan Island, the final negotiations are completed. There was a change in plans. When the residents of Shanghai heard that Yuubari, Sendai and the other ships which once shelled Shanghai were being sent, the whole city rioted. Plans were hastily changed. Admiral Jun Kadawa and the shipgirls Akagi, Sendai, Naka and Fubuki would be sent to Tianjin and have Yoshimura's fleet come down to Shanghai instead. Kadawa's shipgirls complained but couldn't deny that it was understandable.

Kirov was supposed to stay at Shanghai for a while, but the Russian government backed out when they discovered that training with the Chinese wasn't necessary. The fairies born alongside of Kirov can handle most of the operations. Despite this, China and Russia are still on good terms with each other.

Night fell upon the Haneda Airport, but the activity did not cease. Kawakami and several other political leaders watched from the Sky Lounge Annex as a Chinese Xian Y-20 transport taxied into the parking bay. Another one touches down on a runway. Nagato and Musashi stand in front of a terminal, watching the Chinese military transport jets land.

"I think they are rip-offs of the American C-17s," Nagato said, "the large body, that t-tail and high mounted wing. Do the Chinese innovate?"

"Well," Musashi shrugged, "given the same performance, requirement, capacity and role, there are only so many ways you can build something."

The transport in the parking bay lowered the massive ramp at the back. A large ten-wheeled truck drives out, carrying several strange implements. Long steel bars connected to each other with metal arcs. The barrels of the railgun. The trucks drive away, heading to an unknown destination.

"Those things can kill a Southern Demon in three hits?" Nagato said, "Then why aren't conventional ships armed with those kicking Abyssal butt?"

"They consume a lot of energy," Musashi said, "which means a slow rate of fire. The ones in the Chinese forts have several nuclear reactors powering them. Otherwise there is no way they can fire six shots per minute."

Musashi paused for a bit, "I am quite excited. I heard Kawakami planning to install the guns at the sides of Uraga Channel, on Miura and Mt Daisen. This means that we can reduce the number of shipgirls stationed in Tokyo and Yokosuka. More ships available for expeditions, sorties and even forward operating bases. We can take the war to the Abyssals."

"Well," Nagato nodded, "cruising in the open oceans instead of sitting in a bay all day does sound good."

* * *

><p>Meanwhile in Shanghai, another Y-20 touches down on an airstrip on Chongming Island. After being towed next to a flight of unmanned air vehicles, the aircraft powered down its four engines and slowly lowered the ramp at the back. Before it was even halfway down, a small figure jumps from the top of the ramp, forward flips and lands on its feet. Platinum blonde hair, striped knee socks, bunny hears headband, sailor shirt and inappropriately short skirt. She is the destroyer Shimakaze.<p>

When the ramp lowered a little more, three blocky, vaguely humanoid turrets jumped out. Shimakaze's followers, Rensouhou-chan. Several Chinese soldiers, clad in full body armor and wielding various nasty looking weapons, look in her direction before returning to whatever they were doing before. Shimakaze looked around in awe. Armored fighting vehicles of all sorts drove around the base while helicopters flew overhead.

Finally the ramp lowered, revealing eight individuals. A young man in blue uniform of the People's Liberation Army Air Force. He had white hair and skin which bordered on translucence. Red eyes peered out from glasses with fractured lens. Pilot Officer Sima Xiangdong.

Next to him, a young woman with brown hair and red eyes sat. She wore a revealing red and blue dress and had a ribbon she held with the insides of her elbows that also passed behind her back. Also a metallic gauntlet over her right hand. Light cruiser shipgirl Yat Sen.

A much older man, in his forties, perhaps, sat opposite him in the cargo hold. He had the white uniform of the Japanese Shipgirl Force, which is basically the old Imperial Japanese Navy uniform, except with the crest of the shipgirl force printed on his right chest pocket. The man himself had shoulder length hair which exhibited signs of greying. The same could be said for his stubble. Admiral Keiichi Yoshimura.

To his right, a young woman covered in purple. It is the colour of her boots, knee high socks, short skirt, jumper, tie, scabbard and eyepatch. Even her hair is purple. Only her right eye, a shade of gold, and her shirt, white, are of different colours. Light cruiser shipgirl Tenryuu.

To the right of Tenryuu, four young girls, preteen or early teen in years. All had the same outfit of white sailor shirt, red tie and navy coloured short skirt. The difference is in the hair and eye colour. Closest to Tenryuu is Akatsuki, with purple hair and eyes. Next is Hibiki, with hair of silver. Inazuma and Ikazuchi looked very similar, having very similar hair colour and facial features. The difference is that Inazuma looked more timid while Ikazuchi looked more adventurous. Akatsuki and Ikazuchi are visibly excited. Inazuma looked nervous while Hibiki really didn't give a shit.

To the left of Yoshimura sat another woman who didn't give a shit. She wore a white shirt, blue dress and knee socks which ended in ridiculously thick slippers. She also had a black muneate and gloves which exposed two fingers. A traditional archer. Standard carrier shipgirl Kaga.

The group of eight walked out when the ramp rested firmly on the ground.

"What took you so long?" pouted Shimakaze as she crossed her arms.

"Waiting for the ramp to lower," Tenryuu said, "which is the standard procedure."

"What is with the rush hour traffic?" asked Yoshimura as he took in the sight of the activity.

"We are repairing the Citadel," Sima replied, "and boosting defences. We are bringing in tanks, artillery and helicopter gunships from the Army and fighters, bombers and drones from the Air Force. "

Sima looked at Yoshimura, "Because how often do we encounter Abyssal fleets of a hundred vessels?"

"We have had a fleet of fifty ships assault the Bay of Tokyo, intent on taking out our capital," Yoshimura replied, "but the Yokosuka fleet and Tokyo fleet took them out with support from conventional forces. Heavy losses were sustained, however. A hundred vessels, though? Nope. Never had a fleet that big. If your Citadel survived that, then the Abyssals should avoid this area from now on."

"Yangtze River and Qiantang River are strategic areas that must not fall," Sima said, "failure to defend them will cripple the Chinese civilization."

"You're here," a voice said in Chinese, "Pilot Officer."

Turning to face the voice, Sima sees three men in black suits approach. All of them appeared to be in their early sixties or late fifties. Soldiers with large rifles and full body armor trailed behind him. And not the ordinary combat armor. Their armor are powered exoskeletons, which make them faster, stronger and more expensive. The Presidential Guard. The men in suits are Paramount Leader Zhou Yi, the National Defence Minister Ouyang Kemeng and the Mobilization Committee's chairman, Yang Tian. Sima prepared to salute.

"No need," the Paramount Leader said, "you have been through much."

He then looked back at Yat Sen, "That is the shipgirl, right?"

"Yes," Sima said, "that is Yat Sen."

Yat Sen smiled and said hello. Zhou and Ouyang smiled back before initiating a conversation, but Yang scowled and muttered, "Her looks are the only good thing about her. And what good will looks do in a battle?"

Yang's attention then moved to the Japanese, who continued to look at the tanks roll through the base. What a nation of disgusting perverts. Making their ships in the form of little girls. The blonde offended him the most. The straps of her underwear can be clearly seen. Tian has heard from Chinese weeaboos about the marriage system where an Admiral can marry any ship in his fleet. Legalized pedophilia, much? And the proud Chinese defense force is relying on their help? Worst of all, the Chinese sent seven railguns for a bunch of underage girls? Has the government gone mad?

"You look angry," Sima said, "Mr. Chairman."

"What do you mean?" asked Yang.

"Exactly what I said," Sima said, an edge in his voice, "and I want to know why."

"Mind your own business," Yang hissed, "_Pilot Officer_. You brought back that weapon who will have no use besides being propaganda material and fap material for lonely weeaboos."

Sima backed down, if only slightly "Yat Sen has fought Abyssals and won. And her appearance means we now have the capability to build stronger and faster ships."

"Chinese ships were second class foreign imports before the 21st century," Yang retorted, "I put greater faith in our railguns and other weapons. Surely you know that we have lasers and particle canons powerful enough to melt satellites which are combat ready? Or that very soon we can mount them on ships?"

"How soon?" asked Sima, "Because for all I know, the Abyssals might attack the Citadel again. Maybe with two hundred vessels this time. Will we survive long enough to see our conventional navy resorted to its former glory?"

"And how do you think those girls will fare?" asked Yang, pointing to the shipgirls, "Because they won't survive against a fleet of a hundred."

"Until I give them modern weapons," Sima said bluntly.

Yang's shoulders shook before he laughed, "Shipgirls and modern weapons don't go together! The Americans tried to miniaturize their weapons and give them to shipgirls. But almost a decade has passed and they still haven't succeeded. Heck, no one has succeeded."

"Because _I_, the mad scientist of Shenyang University of Technology,"Sima smirked, "haven't tried yet."

"What?" exclaimed Yang.

"You heard me," Sima said as he turned and started heading to the Japanese, "Mr. Pencil Pusher."

Yang clenched his fist as he glared at the retreating form of Sima, _How dare you. First that Admiral Kong He. Now a mere Pilot Officer? You shall not make a fool of me. All these shipgirls are useless, an insult to us. I shall personally scrap them when our New Navy becomes operational._


	2. Settling In

**Settling Down**

Sima, Yoshimura and the shipgirls found themselves in a meeting room with the three leaders and several other military officers.

"Welcome to Shanghai," the Paramount Leader said in English, "and thank you helping us. From what I know, you people will need a base."

"Indeed," Yoshimura replied, "which is what our construction fairies will begin work on as soon as possible."

He turned to face Tenryuu, "Show them a fairy."

Tenryuu nodded. A small orb of light flies out of her headgear. When it came in contact with the table, it burst and turned into a tiny humanoid creature, about the size of Tom Thumb. Maybe smaller. It had a yellow hardhat, fluorescent vest and other construction worker equipment.

"Incredible," Sima said in English, "but how long will it take for them to build a base?"

"A small naval base the size of our Shikotan Base will take a month," Yoshimura replied, "without a base, we cannot have operations. Sure, we can refuel and rearm shipgirls by feeding them, but we need the docks to ensure our ships can be repaired. Conventional docks do not work."

"How long does it take for you to design a base?" asked Ouyang, also in English.

"Our architects can get a design up in three days," Yoshimura replied, "a team of them would be arriving here, assuming they haven't already."

"We have met them," Zhou said, "they are already beginning to find a suitable area, assisted by Chinese engineers."

"Okay," Yoshimura nodded, "so I take that we need a few days to get the base designed and a month to construct."

"Not true," Yang smirked, "we can build the base faster than your engineers can make the designs. I guarantee that we can finish construction in the same day you finish your designs. We aren't employing private construction companies or government controlled construction teams. We are using military construction specialists."

Meanwhile, the shipgirls, unable to understand English, turned to Tenryuu. The light cruiser shrugged and explained she could only get the general gist of things.

"How is the Citadel?" asked Sima in Chinese.

Ouyang shook his head, "Our engineers and construction workers are working around the clock, but it is a massive task. We are talking about repairing the damage done by a hundred Abyssal vessels. Only thirty percent of the railguns are operational. We are considering reactivating the warships moored at Nanjing to take part in the defenses until the Citadel is repaired. The original plan was to wait until we get new radars which can accurately track Abyssals and fast reaction weapons which can keep up with them though. But the situation is pretty desperate."

"To make matters worse," Yang continued, "most of the destroyed railguns are those on the islands of Hangzhou Bay. We have to transport the replacement railguns and construction equipment out there. The guns on the mainland can be made operational by tomorrow or the day after. But the ones on the island will take about a week."

"So we have to defend that area, right?" asked Yat Sen.

"Do you have what it takes?" Yang interrupted.

Yat Sen told the Japanese shipgirls about the situation in Japanese, describing the condition of the Citadel and the requirement to defend the 100 kilometer wide bay. The shipgirls chattered amongst themselves before turning back to face the Chinese ministers.

"Well?" asked Yang, smirking, "What did they say?"

Yat Sen matched Yang's smirk, "Tenryuu said 'Don't leave me out of you are going to fight', Kaga said, 'You shall know the glory of the First Carrier Division', Shimakaze said 'I'll sink them faster than you can count them' and the four destroyers said 'We got this'. Is that a satisfactory answer?"

Ouyang, Zhou and the officers laughed, but Yang didn't.

"I hope you are ready," Yang said, "to keep to your word."

"One promise is worth a thousand gold," Yat Sen winked, "we got this."

"Very well," Zhou nodded, "we will get you places to sleep until the base is built. Tomorrow, you will begin patrols in the Hangzhou Bay."

Sima conveyed this to the Japanese, who are excited to begin work. Tenryuu seems aggressively passionate about sinking Abyssals.

"I won't be able to command you, however," Yoshimura said to the shipgirls, "so I will be counting on Tenryuu to be the leader."

The meeting ended and the various individuals left the room, heading to wherever they needed to. Yoshimura and the Japanese shipgirls picked up their stuff turned left (except for Shimakaze, who got Rensouhou-chan to carry her travel trunk), following an officer. Sima turned right and followed the Chinese ministers and their guards. He heard footsteps behind him.

"Why are you following me?" Sima suddenly turned around and asked Yat Sen.

"Huh?" Yat Sen blurted, "Why wouldn't I? You're my commander, right?"

"Uh," Sima raised an eyebrow, "I am not. You need a person from the Navy. I am from the Air Force. An engineer at that. I know nothing of naval tactics."

"Oh," Yat Sen, slightly taken back, "I see. But where are you going?"

"I am returning to Dachang Air Base," Sima said, "because that is where I am based."

"What about me?" asked Yat Sen, taking a step forward.

"You are no longer my responsibility," Sima said as he turned to follow the ministers and their guards, "understand?"

Yat Sen stood silent before asking, "Do you hate me? Because I am not as good as the…uh…Type 55 or 58? Whatever the hell they are."

"No," Sima said without slowing his pace, "you are a frontline fighter in the war against the Abyssals. And you will be contributing more than I ever can."

"Then," Yat Sen said hesitantly, "will I see you again?"

Sima stopped in his steps, "Perhaps, but I didn't think anyone would ever want to. I don't mix well with other people."

He then continued forward, without turning around.

* * *

><p>"Man, they were so slow," Shimakaze said as she began to unpack her stuff, "does it really take that long to find us a room?"<p>

"Well," Kaga said, "there are a lot of people here. They have to repair the Citadel and bolster its defenses. Are the fortifications working?"

"I saw footage of the attack on Bastion," Tenryuu collapses on the bed, "and those railguns killed a Southern Demon in three hits and an Air Defense Princess in six. Not all of them were direct hits either. Those guns would be every battleship's wet dream. Pity no one has succeeded in making modern weapons for us."

"How are your new engines going?' asked Kaga.

Shimakaze sighed, depressed, "My steam turbines were the best of their time. It is difficult for me to improve upon them. Amateurs like me can only get so far in the engineering business. I need a bach degree. Maybe I'll go to uni after the war."

Tenryuu snorted. Shimakaze can forget that she has a mission the next day and can't sit still for thirty seconds. Definitely not academic material. Yuubari is a different story. She might be a little weird, but no questioning her brain power.

Another helicopter flies over, visible through the window. The huge aircraft had a large artillery piece slung under it, tethered with chains.

"Man," Shimakaze said, "these Chinese people sure have a lot of energy."

"What choice do they have?" Kaga asked, "They have to build up their defenses before the next wave of Abyssals come in."

* * *

><p>Pilot Officer Sima enters the dorm building of Dachang Air Force Base after a long taxi ride. The driver didn't take money, but a selfie instead. It is nice to be back in a place he is familiar with. As soon as he opened the door, he was Zerg-rushed by everyone nearby. There were soldiers, pilots, officers, engineers and journalists.<p>

Before he could even respond, he was bombarded with questions and camera flashes.

"Pilot Officer Sima," said a journalist, "what exactly happened on Shikotan Island?"

"What?"

"Hey comrade!" shouted a soldier, "How did you make Yat Sen?"

"Huh?"

"She has a nice body!" said an officer, "You like it?"

"Eh?"

"STOP!" a loud voice shouted.

The mob took one look at the speaker and backed off. The speaker is a man in his late fifties in blue air force uniform. Although his age showed in his hair and wrinkles, it was overshadowed by the power and control he radiated.

"Squadron Leader Zhang," Sima prepared to salute.

"No need," Zhang stopped him, "you have been through so much over the last days."

He frowned, "But a shower with soap does not seem to be one of them. Please go rectify that as soon as possible."

"Oh," Sima said awkwardly, "yeah, I'll go."

"Did no one else survive?" asked Zhang.

Sima lowered his head and sighed, "No. Yat Sen said I was the only one she could find. It was a storm with fifteen metre waves, high winds and very low visibility."

"I see," Zhang nodded, "but it's good so see survivors. Better still to see a shipgirl who is combat ready."

"I'll be on my way," Sima said, "I can talk later."

"No," Zhang said, "take the day off. You are going to be busy."

"Huh?" Sima blurted.

"The nations of the world have been attempting to make modern weapons for shipgirls," Zhang explained, "and given the substandard performance of Yat Sen, it is important that we do the same. However, all attempts so far have failed. They have shrunk the weapons to shipgirl size, but the firepower wasn't condensed. A laser weapon is no more powerful than a laser pointer."

Zhang then locks his eyes with Sima, "But you, who have been called the Magician, Mad Scientist and various other things, have yet to attempt it."

He then walks forward, passing the Pilot Officer, "Sometimes, thinking outside the box and deviating from the conventional can do amazing things."

"Yes sir," Sima said, "I will do my best."


	3. First Day on the Job

**First Day on the Job**

Yoshimura shuffled out of his room, looking extremely disheveled. The same can be said for the other shipgirls who also left their room.

"Didn't sleep much?" asked Yoshimura sheepishly.

"Yeah," Shimakaze said, not sounding hyper for once, "going to sleep was hard."

Even Rensouhou-chan looked tired.

"Slept more than the Chinese guys out there," Tenryuu rubbed her eyes, "seriously, what the FUCK is up with them? I get the importance of bringing defenses up ASAP, but I swear they were going at it the whole night."

"The Chinese are hardworking," winked Yat Sen, "happy to see this hasn't changed."

The thunder of a helicopters rotor passed by.

"But they're still going at it!" Tenryuu growled, "Isn't this slave labour?"

"Our morale is already pretty low, eh?" commented Kaga.

"When I lose sleep," Tenryuu said, "I get into a bad mood. You know what make it better again? Killing Abyssals. That makes my day."

"Well," Yoshimura said, "at least you girls haven't caused me trouble already."

"Huh?" asked Akatsuki, "What do you mean?"

"Don't tell me," Kaga said, "Akagi cleaned out another restaurant?"

"Or Yuubari got arrested for making chemical weapons?" asked Tenryuu, "Because she tested a white phosphorus shell a few years back and the UN went apeshit on her ass."

"Well," Yoshimura shrugged, "Admiral Kadawa reported that Naka got pissed off when she saw an old billboard advertising a Hatsune Miku concert from about a decade back. She threw a huge hissy fit before jumping into a fountain, materializing her rigging and blowing up the billboard, scaring the shit out of the journalists and civilians in the process. They almost got shot by army troopers and marines. Some dickhead called Yang Tian tried to use this as leverage to kick us out of China but he got pwned by the military, government, media and otakus who were pro-shipgirl."

"That green haired virtual idol?" asked Tenryuu, "Naka got jealous of a Vocaloid?"

"Well," Hibiki said, "we all know Naka likes to be at the centre of attention, but going that far was unexpected."

"A real lady never loses her temper," Akatsuki grinned, "and yet she expects to be an idol?"

"Well," Ikazuchi said, "if there are otaku's here, then

"Ah," said a passing officer in English, "you are the shipgirl team sent here?"

"Yes," Yoshimura replied, "that is us."

"Come outside," the officer said, "we have your breakfast."

"Why can't we eat in the cafeteria?" pouted Shimakaze.

"Because it probably won't hold enough food for all of us," Tenryu said, "I mean, Kaga might clean out the cafeteria on her own."

The carrier glared at the light cruiser but couldn't make a smart comeback.

* * *

><p>Indeed, food was delivered by a small truck. The portion size is all human sized, but there was easily food for thirty people. The shipgirls were fighting hard to not drool as the smell wafted over to them. There was a huge variety of food with roots from all over East and Southeast Asia.<p>

"This is good," Inazuma said, "I never had this in my life. What is it?"

"I think that is laksa," Yoshimura said, "something from Malaysia, I think."

"Man," Tenryuu takes a drink of tea, "these guys are dishing out serious incentives to get us to fight. Well I am not complaining."

"A nice change from the stuff on Shikotan," Shimakaze said, "this curry is pretty good."

A little while later, the food was finished.

"Alright," Yat Sen said, "we've eaten our entrée. Now for the main course with Abyssals."

"Let's go!" Tenryuu ordered.

"Wait," the officer said in Chinese, catching Yat Sen's attention only, "I'll tell you the radio frequency we are using just so you can contact us."

**SPACE**

Ten minutes later, a CAIC Z-25 rapid insertion tiltjet thundered over the sea, heading to a cluster of islands in the outer reaches of Hangzhou bay. The shipgirls and several soldiers sat in the cargo hold, waiting to reach their destination. On the way, they passed many helicopters carrying various armored fighting vehicles and artillery pieces.

"What is that?" asked Tenryuu as she pointed at the sea.

Yat Sen looked and saw a silver ship heading towards the Pacific Ocean. It is quite large, being a hundred and seventy or so metres long. The ship itself is composed of flat, faceted surfaces and seemed to lack weapons. Yat Sen asked a marine.

"What ship is that?" Yat Sen asked.

The marine looked at the ship and said, "That is a Type 55 destroyers. It is the only ship of its class to survive the annihilation of the Chinese Navy. It was deactivated and has been moored at Nanjing for the last eight years. By the order of the National Mobilization Committee, it has been reactivated and will be contributing to the defense."

Yat Sen conveyed this to the Japanese, who are surprised.

"That ship is a destroyer?" asked Akatsuki, "It's the size of a heavy cruiser."

"Much has changed since our time," Tenryuu said, "the navies of the world have technology that is beyond the imagination of those from our times. If only a modern shipgirl came back. It would make the war much shorter."

"That ship is quite old," another marine said, checking his missile launcher, "it was built in 2018. Don't think we will be building any new ships any time too soon. The Abyssals destroyed much of the Chinese coastal settlements. Tianjin and Shanghai are all that is left. I hear Sentinel is planned to defend the river outlets near Hong Kong and Macau."

"Has Macau returned to China?" asked Yat Sen.

"Yes," the marine nodded, "in 1999. That was a long time ago and it really doesn't matter because it is in ruins now. The only reason Sentinel is going to be built at all is to stop Abyssals from hitting Guangzhou and Foshan. They have before and I have no doubt they will try again."

Yat Sen couldn't see the marine's face as it was guarded by a visor, but she can tell he is irritated. China is spending eleven percent of its GDP on the war against Abyssals when other countries either pulled back from the coast and major rivers or relied on their shipgirls to do most of the fighting. A war this long with a seemingly infinite number of enemies and no end in sight would grind on anyone's nerves.

The Z-25 slowed before hovering about two metres above Qushan Island. The marines jump out first, followed by the taller shipgirls. They then helped Shimakaze and the Akatsuki-class out. The Z-25 then sped away, heading to wherever it is needed next. The group was dropped off on the hill of an island.

To their left is a village and harbour. More accurately, the remains of one. A few hundred metres in front of them, a team of engineers surrounded a damaged railgun turret. Like the marines, they had full body armor. The difference is that their version lacked the armor plates, making it seem more like a combat suit. Two tanks and an anti-aircraft vehicle are parked nearby.

"Okay," Tenryuu said, "that village down there looks like a good place to start. Let's go."

The shipgirls nod and follow the light cruiser as they make their way down to the harbor.

* * *

><p>Soon, they arrive at the edge of the water. The harbor is clogged with the remains of destroyed fishing ships.<p>

"This place is creepy," whispered Inazuma, "is it haunted?"

"Maybe by Abyssals," Tenryuu snorted, "alright girls, you know the drill."

The girls nod as they walk into the water and materialize their rigging.

"Okay team," Tenryuu ordered, "move out."

The shipgirl group slowly accelerate and head towards the opening of the harbor, passing the hulks of the fishing ships, which tower above them as they passed by. A minute or so later, they leave the harbor and move towards the open ocean.

"Kaga," Tenryuu said, "launch some planes. Neither we nor the Chinese want to be caught off guard."

"Acknowledged," Kaga nodded as she drew her bow, "sending out the first wave."

The carrier then release the bowstring. The arrow shoots forward for a short distance before bursting into flames, which then materialize into Type 0 fighters. The aircraft fly into the distance. Some continue their eastern path. Some turned to head in a more northern direction and still others turned to head south.

"What do we do?" asked Yat Sen.

"Stay close to these islands," Tenryuu said, "and make sure no submarine decides to ambush us."

* * *

><p>Meanwhile, at Dachang Air Base, a certain Pilot Officer is engaged in a conversation with the engineering team of the base.<p>

"So," Sima asked, "I have been told that I am supposed to make modern weapons compatible with Yat Sen and any other Chinese shipgirl who may follow. What have we done so far?"

"Nothing," replied another Pilot Officer, "because we didn't have a shipgirl."

"Okay," Sima sweatdropped, "fair enough. But now that we do, we should really get started. We may have not done anything, but I heard the foreign powers have."

"Yes," the Pilot Officer replied, "we have heard that the US has shrunk ship-based laser weapons to shipgirl size, but the results were absolute failures. The laser output is similar to a laser designator. It can't do anything except for dazzle the eyes of the Abyssals. The US tested shipgirl size missiles. They can barely destroy a glass bottle. You can't just shrink the weapons. You need to somehow condense the firepower."

"Nothing that we don't already know," Sima interrupted, "that is old news. What I meant was, has any new progress been made?"

"By now, all the nations have thrown up their hands," said the Pilot Officer, "called it fairy magic and gave up continuing."

Everyone shook their head. A Flying Officer then said, "Well, that's why you are here, Magician. Can't you think of something? The British spoke about you. They wondered what you would do, now that we have Yat Sen."

Sima scoffed, "What the hell is with my reputation. I can't just shit out some diabolical master plan on demand. I need detailed knowledge on what we need to do and what we have to do."

"That's the problem," said the Flying Officer, "we have no idea besides 'giving modern weapons to shipgirls'."

"I need more detailed instructions!" Sima said, "I need to know which direction we are moving right now."

"We are on the spot, dead still," another Pilot Officer, "that is all."

"Okay," Sima clutches his hair, "fine. If that is how you want to put it. What we know is that the weapons carried by the shipgirls function the exact same way as regular human weapons…but."

"But?" asked the Flying Officer with hope in his voice.

"I will need some time to think," Sima released his hair, some of which have already fallen out, "give me a few days."

The other engineers look at him.

"We may not have a few days." The Flying Officer said.

"Fine," Sima rubbed his forehead, "then at least give me enough time ask the Japanese about shipgirl rigging in great detail."


	4. Battle of Hangzhou Bay I

**Battle of Hangzhou Bay I**

The shipgirl fleet has left Hangzhou Bay, but remained within a kilometer of the nearest island. Although conventional weapons have trouble hitting targets as small as Abyssals without effective tracking, hits can still cause serious damage.

"Scouts reporting," Kaga suddenly said, "we have three fleets coming in from the northeast, east and southeast. From the northeast we have two Ru-class battleships, three Tsu-class cruisers and five Ha-class. From due east we have a Southern demon, two Ta-class and five I-class. Behind them we have three Wo-class. From the southeast we have a Re-class, two Ri-class and three Ha-class. The Re-class fleet is the closest to us."

"I got bad news," Yat Sen reported to the Chinese, "ten Abyssal ships coming in from the northeast, thirteen from the east and eight from the south. Relative to our position."

"Acknowledged," replied a voice on her radio, "we are sending out reinforcements."

"We are in serious shit," Tenryuu sweated, "fighting an Abyssal fleet that big on our own."

"My girls are already engaging the enemy," Kaga said as she drew her bow, "I am preparing to send in the next wave. But they won't make it before the Abyssals hit the mainland."

An arrow darted through the air, this time changing into dive bombers.

"We'll be lucky to get through this alive," Yat Sen said, "unless we have serious reinforcements."

"What do we do?" asked Inazuma, on the verge of crying.

"We fight," Tenryuu said, her grip tightening on her sword, "because that was the deal between China and Japan. Japan gets Chinese railguns and we protect the Citadel."

**SPACE**

Sima and the other engineers were engaged in heated debate when the announcement of incoming Abyssals was made.

"Alright!" the Flying Officer said, "You boys know what to do! Get your asses to the drone command room!"

The engineer officers wasted no time as they sprinted out of the meeting room and headed to the drone command room for Dachang Drone Squad Two. The said room is the control centre for unmanned air vehicles, filled with rows of flight simulator like setups from which people can operate drones. Three touchscreen monitors, two joysticks and foot pedals made the setup. Whereas normal aircraft are manned by pilots, drones are commanded exclusively by engineers.

"Alright boys," a Pilot Officer said as he sits down in front of a computer, "let's do this."

He turns the computer on and puts on the headset, which contained headphones, a microphone and a small visor with HUD. All creens light up, displaying various images.

"Just like the battle-sim," Sima said, "except we are flying things costing millions of taxpayer yuan."

He also goes through the process of turning the computer on. After logging in, he then goes through the process of bringing a drone online. The drone he chose is the AVIC 601-S Divine Sword. Like its predecessor, the Dark Sword, the Divine Sword placed more emphasis on maneuverability and ordnance carrying capacity than endurance. The difference is that the Divine Sword has forward swept wings and thrust vectoring nozzles, allowing it to pull turns of 30gs.

By now, Sima and the officers who got here first have already taken control of their drones and moved them towards the runway. In front of them, normal manned fighters and strike fighters prepared to take off. Helicopters gunships and their tiltjet successors lift off and head towards the ocean, not needing a runway to fly.

The jets speed down the runway. By the time the first one lifted off, the second one is speeding down the runway and the third is moving into position, preparing for take-off.

"Follow my lead," said the Flying Officer, "my squad."

After the Flying Officer lifted off, Sima move his drone to the runway.

"Pilot Officer Sima, entering battle!"

He flicks two areas on the touchscreen to his right, putting the throttle to maximum and turning on the afterburner. The drone accelerates forward and lifts off, gaining altitude rapidly. Within a minute, five Divine Swords have taken off.

"DDS Two Alpha is airborne," said the Flying Officer.

"DDS Two Charlie is airborne," said Sima.

Bravo, Echo and Delta followed in quick succession.

"DDS Two is airborne," announced the Flying Officer, "awaiting further instructions."

"Roger that, DDS Two, head towards the southeast and support the shipgirls."

"Acknowledged, DDS Two moving into position."

The drones pull a sharp turn and speed in the direction of Yat Sen and the Japanese shipgirls.

* * *

><p>"This is the last arrow," Kaga said, as she prepared to launch another wave, "then we are on our own. All other aircraft have been shot down."<p>

"Will the conventional forces be much help?" asked Akatsuki, "I saw tanks and guns on the islands. Lots of aircraft are here too."

"Unlikely," Tenryuu shook her head, "but since there is so much of them here…the answer is maybe."

Kaga releases the arrow, which transforms into a flight of Type 0 fighters.

"If we sink," Kaga said, "it would be an honorable one. Consider it atonement for what we did decades ago."

"Eh," Ikazuchi laughed nervously, "we are right next to the island, so unless we get ripped into little pieces, we can survive even if our rigging is destroyed."

"Thanks for the mental image," hissed Tenryuu, "hey Yat Sen, how are the Chinese defenses?"

"Only 30% of the railguns are operational," replied Yat Sen, "and most of them are on the mainland. Which is a long way from here."

"I see the enemy!" Shimakaze announced whilst looking through her binoculars, "It's the Re-class group!"

"Shit," cursed Tenryuu, "Re-class are as tough as some Princess and Demons. We're in some serious trouble here."

Five black shadows sped over them, barely thirty metres above the water. The air wave they generated staggered them, blew their hair all over the place and lifted up their skirts. Only a few seconds later did a hollow, booming roar shake the area. The five shadows pulled their noses up until their angle of attack hit 120 while maintaining their altitude. The move revealed them to be triangular aircraft with canards and forward swept wings. They quickly lost airspeed before reverting to normal flight. The shipgirls stared blankly.

Kaga was the first to recover, "How did they do that?"

"What are they, nanodesu?" asked Inazuma.

"Reinforcements," Tenryuu grinned, "now, while they distract the Abyssals..."

**SPACE**

"That was an epic Pugachev! As expected of DDS Two," the Flying Officer said, "hey control, weapons free?"

"Weapons free," control replied.

"You heard the man," the Flying Officer ordered, "let's get these sons of bitches!"

"Tch," Sima snorted, "can't you fly a drone without your bullshit drama?"

"Hey," the Flying Officer retorted, "it raises the morale and makes us all feel young."

_Feel stupid and childish,_ Sima thought, _if you ask me. But he is my superior and it isn't causing any harm._

As soon as he finished the thought, he initiated the bombing run.

_Select weapon hardpoint_, Sima clicks on his left screen, which displayed a top down outline of the Divine Sword, the location of hard points and what weapons are mounted on them. The Pilot Officer selected the left inboard hardpoint. The equipped weapon is a 500lb smart bomb. The weapon can be either guided by a satellite or a laser. But Sima isn't using either of them. He would do an old fashioned bombing run.

After Sima pressed the icon, the screen changed to a view below the aircraft. That screen displayed the targeting reticule for the laser. But he won't be needing it. He would do an old fashioned bombing run. As his Divine Sword raced towards the enemy, he made the final preparations.

"Happy Birthday in your next world," Sima said, "motherfuckers."

The Divine Swords release their bombs. Explosions erupt on the surface of the water.

"Anyone hit anything?" asked the Flying Officer.

"We won't know until we turn around," Sima said, pulling back on the joystick, causing the drone to climb sharply, "but we're coming back for a second run."

* * *

><p>"They are bombing the Abyssals," Shimakaze said, still looking through the binoculars, "and…"<p>

"Did they hit?" asked Tenryuu.

"Not a single hit. They missed by tens of metres! They are distracting the Abyssals, which have stopped advancing."

"Good," Tenryuu said, "alright girls, this is the plan. Yat Sen, escort Kaga as far away from here as possible. She can't do anything without her air wing. Now, we charge in and send them some torpedoes while they are distracted. But we have to be fast so the Abyssals don't notice us and the Chinese don't hit us by mistake."

"No one is faster than me," Shimakaze grinned.

"Wait for it," Tenryuu said, looking as the drone make another bombing run.

Once again, not a single bomb hits. As the drones move away to make another bombing run, Tenryuu gave the order.

"Line ahead, girls!" Tenryuu ordered, "Charge!"

* * *

><p>The Re-class growled as it dived to the side, propelled by its massive tail. A bomb landed quite a distance from her, but the splash and shockwave still impacted her. The aviation battleship's tail end fired its guns at the drones to no avail. They are simply too fast.<p>

It wondered whether attacking this section of land was worth it. Entire Abyssal armadas have been annihilated here. Even Princesses didn't survive. The Re-class thought that the defenses would be annihilated after the Hundred Ship Assault, but it seems the landlubbers here are still fighting strong. At least those hellish cannons which kill Princesses and Demons in a few hits are silent today.

Suddenly shells rained down upon them, destroying a Ha-class, inflicting light damage on a Ri-class and moderately damaging another Ha-class. The Re-class growled as two shells hit it. Turning to face the source of gunfire, it sees the rapidly approaching team of shipgirls. Shimakaze led the charge, speeding ahead at her top speed of 40.9 knots. The Akatsuki-class and Tenryuu followed closely behind.

The Re-class bared its teeth. Earlier in the war she sunk entire conventional fleets on her own. Later, when shipgirls appeared, she also sent a few back to where they came from. Now a few destroyers want to take her on? The Ri-class escorts have already turned to face the threat.

"All ships, hard to starboard!" Tenryuu shouted, "Torps away!"

The destroyers unleash a barrage of torpedoes which speed through the water. There is so many that it is impossible to get through without a few hits. The destroyers explode and quickly slip under the surface of the sea. The Ri-class also get heavily damaged, but by sacrificing themselves, they prevented the Re-class from taking any hits.

The Abyssal aviation battleship grinned evilly. Now that they have fired their torpedoes, it will take time for them to be reloaded. Their guns pose absolutely no threat to a ship of her size.

* * *

><p>"Bombing runs are ineffective," a Pilot Officer reported, "we have made two passes and neither had any impact on the enemy."<p>

"Then hitting human sized targets while moving at 600 knots would be difficult for anyone," Sima said, "permission to take command?"

"Granted," the Flying Officer laughed, "but didn't you say earlier that you can't make a plan on demand? But a plan is what you have now. Care to share it?"

"Nothing," Sima grinned evilly, "nothing too spectacular, heh heh heh."

* * *

><p>"What the hell?" exclaimed Ikazuchi, "Those aircraft are retreating?"<p>

The Re-class also seemed to notice, because it growled menacingly and pointed its tail at the fleet of shipgirls. The sound of explosions echoed over the sea as the guns fired. Hibiki took heavy damage in one hit. Inazuma and Akatsuki received moderate damage. Tenryuu and Ikazuchi managed to emerge unscathed.

"Retreat!" Tenryuu ordered, "I'll hold off the Abyssal bitch."

"But-" Ikazuchi opened her mouth.

"Just go!"

"Alright girls!" Ikazuchi shouts, "We are pulling back to the Kaga and Yat Sen! Let's go!"

_Sorry Admiral,_ Tenryuu said, _I guess I've reached the end of my road. I had a good run, given the obsolescence of my design. Kaga, take care of the kids._

Tenryuu fires off a spread of torpedoes at the Re-class as she steamed towards the aviation battleship, sword at her side. The Re-class saw her, but instead of firing its guns, it charged at Tenryuu as well.

* * *

><p><strong>Those of you who are wondering what happened to Kirov, go over to Kantai Collection: Red Fleet Resurrected.<strong>


End file.
